" Not mine especially.   I only found it.   It's yours if you want it."

Rufus' eyebrows quirked despairingly at James.

James shrugged.   " Gabrielle takes no payments for her gifts,*'

Rufus flushed. " I beg your pardon, both of you. I'm not used
to your kind of people."

They all went back to the library with the rapidly diminishing
batch of candy. Jimmy was lounging there and watched their arrival
with interest.

" A taffy-pulling contest? " he inquired.   " With me left out? "

" Ann Severs' contribution to the youth of to-day," James remarked.

" I always knew the family Mona Lisa had something." Jimmy
bent over and took a second piece. " But I never thought it was any-
thing sweet."

" I must see the lady," said Rufus.   "Where do you keep her? "

James- nodded towards her portrait.

" Ah! " Rufus stood beneath it, taking a long look. " I like the
reigning generation better," he said at last, his eyes on Gabrielle, and
then, in humorous inclusion, on the other members of the family
unconsciously grouped around James Livingston IV.
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CrABRIELLE invited Kit to Sunday dinner along with Paul Dumas
and Rufus. The brown stone house was looking its best. A blazing
sun beat down on its weathered roof, but inside the old rooms were
cool, faintly perfumed with flowers from the garden. The dining-
roorn table held a low bowl of yellow roses that Rufus had sent to
Gabrielle.
The women had donned light, softly coloured dresses; the men
wore linens or white flannels. They lingered about the living-room,
Waiting for Anna Smoll to announce dinner.
" Well, look who makes her entrance," exclaimed Jimmy, as Sue
whisked in, gay in a flowered print that did little to help her figure.
" Poundy herself."
" She may be fat, but she's certainly not crabby," Larry defended
her, and shot a meaning glance at Julia, slim and regal in ashes-of-
roses organdie.
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